j 22              MUTINY MEMOIRS.
were busily " searching for arms," a eu-
phemism which covered the quest for
many more valuable articles, when I rode
into a courtyard under a gate so low that
I had to cling to my horse's neck to avoid
breaking my own. As I crossed the yard
to where a group of my brother officers
was standing, one of my horse's feet sunk
deep into the ground, which was else-
where as hard as a stone pavement. This
was a sufficient hint to us to dig: and dig
we did without delay. Imagine our
excitement when, at a depth of two or
three feet, we came upon the lid of a
large iron chest. Some of our men had
been helping us with native spades
and hoes which had been left lying
about in the huts; and we now placed
a couple of them on sentry at the gate
to warn off intruders, while we re-
doubled our labours, and before long had
lifted the heavy chest out of its hole. It
was locked, and for a time defied all our
efforts to break it open. While this was
being done, the ever vigilant Father of
Evil took advantage of his opportunity.